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Jiri Kajane
This Past Tuesday
It is a d ream  th a t  has com e  to m e  qu ite  often  
the se  past  f ew  weeks .  I envision myself  ly ing  in bed, 
w a k i n g  to t h e  sound of m y  t e l e p h o n e  r ing ing .  In th e  
dark,  m y  h an d  f ishes a round  for t h e  rece iver ,  acc i­
den ta l ly  k n o c k i n g  a n u m b e r  of th in g s  off of t h e  
small, r i c k e ty  n i g h t  table.  Dirty dishes,  an u n d e r ­
shir t,  socks, unf in i shed  le t ters ,  a jar  of coins — even  
in dreams,  t h e  a p a r t m e n t  needs  a g r e a t  deal  of r e o r ­
gan iz ing .  Amidst  t h e  sound of m o re  objects  c ra sh ing  
aga ins t  t h e  unc lean  floor, I luckily  nav iga te  m y  hand  
to t h e  r i n g i n g  box.
“Hello," I say, still so m e w h a t  asleep.
No response.
“Hello,” I say again,  inc reas ing ly  curious  and  a bit 
i r r i ta ted .  T h e re  is t h e  sound of som eone  b r e a th in g  
s l ightly  on t h e  o th e r  end  of t h e  line. “Wel l?” I say, 
p r e p a r i n g  to h a n g  up.
“Come over.  Please.” I r e c o g n iz e  A na’s voice 
im media te ly ,  t h o u g h  I have  n o t  hea rd  it  in m any  
months .  It has been  even  longer,  I m us t  admit ,  s ince 
I’ve hea rd  th a t  voice  speak in such an in v i t in g  tone.
“Okay,” I respond  a l i t t le  too quickly.
At th is  point ,  t h e  d ream  progresses  in a s tandard  
fashion. I ju m p  ou t  of bed, hu r r ied ly  pull on my 
trousers,  w e t  m y  ha i r  dow n  in t h e  ba th room  mirror ,  
and sp r in t  clear  across t h e  capital  w i t h o u t  even  
con s id e r in g  a s top for rest.  On th e  o th e r  side of th e  
r iver , ou t  f ron t  of h e r  bu i ld ing— our old bu i ld ing— I 
pause to ca tch  m y  b rea th  and  gain some composure ,  
before t r ave r s ing  th e  t h r e e  f l ights  of s tairs  th a t  lead 
up to t h e  famil iar  dark  b row n  door.
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O nce  I arr ive,  s w e a t in g  profusely,  I k n o c k  l ightly,  
t r y i n g  n o t  to w a k e  A na’s s is ter  or  h e r  s i s te r ’s h u s ­
band.  The  a p a r t m e n t  is small,  t h e  walls  a re  r a t h e r  
th i n  and,  a l th o u g h  i t  has  n e v e r  h a p p e n e d  in m y  
d ream  before,  I k n o w  for c e r t a in  t h a t  any  u n d u e  
c o m m o t io n  will  lead to m e  b e in g  tu r n e d  a ro u n d  and  
sen t  back  to m y  dank ,  e m p t y  room  on  t h e  o t h e r  side 
of town.
If t h e  d ream  reac hes  t h a t  s tage,  Ana wil l  a n s w e r  
t h e  door and, befo re  I can say a word ,  wil l  qu ickly  
move  a f in g e r  to h e r  m o u t h  as a g e s tu r e  for  s i lence.  
At t h e  same m o m e n t ,  s h e ’ll g e n t ly  t u g  at  m y  sleeve 
w i t h  h e r  o t h e r  hand,  pu l l in g  m e  in to  t h e  d a rk  a p a r t ­
m e n t .  From the re ,  t h e  ac t ion  wil l  p rogress  in e i t h e r  
on e  of tw o  d i rec t ions .  Possibly Ana wil l  lead m e  to 
t h a t  small bed room  she has  been  s h a r in g  all t h e se  
m o n t h s  w i t h  h e r  in fan t  n i e c e — a room  in t h e  back  
d eco ra ted  by small s tars  and  pa le  m oons  i n t e n d e d  to 
r e s em b le  t h e  s u m m e r  sky at  n ig h t .  After  qu ie t ly  
undress ing ,  Ana and  I will  p ro c e e d  to t h e  squeaky 
bed and  m a k e  love in a w ay  th a t  is so u nob t ru s ive  
t h a t  it  is bare ly  personal  and  ha rd ly  sexual .  Ins tead,  
it  is m e re ly  a r e m i n d e r  t h a t  w e  a re  still m a r r i e d — 
te chn ica l ly ,  at  least.
W h e n  w e ’re  f inished ,  I usually f ind mysel f  r e l a x ­
in g  and  s ta r ing  at  t h e  s ta r - c o v e re d  walls, t r y i n g  to 
p ic tu r e  t h e  p rev ious  t e n a n t s  as t h e y  pa in ted ,  p r e p a r ­
in g  th e i r  pe r fe c t  nursery .  W h e n  Ana and  I had  
o r ig ina l ly  m oved  in, w e ’d a g re e d  n o t  to c h a n g e  it, 
t h o u g h  at  t h e  t ime,  I r e m e m b e r  t h i n k i n g  such a 
s e tup  he ld  t h e  p o te n t ia l  for p rob lem s  in t h e  fu tu re .
“W h a t  a re  you t h i n k i n g  about?” she  says.
“N o t h i n g , ” I answer .
“Me, too ,” she  says.
I suppose  it  is n o t  s t range ,  then ,  t h a t  it  is t h e  
a l t e rn a t e  reso lu t ion  to t h e  d ream  w h ic h  I prefer .  
Ins tead  of g r a b b in g  m y  shoulders  and  y a n k i n g  m e  
in to  t h e  bedroom,  Ana m o t io n s  a s top g e s tu r e  w i th
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an  o u t s t r e t c h e d  arm, t h e  o p e n  pa lm of h e r  h a n d  
in d i c a t i n g  t h a t  I should  w a i t  in t h e  hal lway .  As I 
s tep  back, she  d isappea rs  in to  t h e  d a rk n ess  of t h e  
a p a r t m e n t  on ly  to r e t u r n  a few  m o m e n t s  later,  
d ressed  in  h e r  old, pla id coat  and  c a r r y i n g  th o se  tw o  
su itcases t h a t  w e  re c e iv e d  m a n y  years  before  as a 
w e d d i n g  p r e s e n t  f rom m y  old boss, Hansa Splite.
From th e re ,  w e  s lowly  r e t u r n  d o w n  t h e  bou levard  to 
m y  small a p a r t m e n t — I, c a r r y i n g  t h e  su i tcases  heavy  
w i t h  A n a ’s m a n y  possessions,  she,  s m i l in g  in a w ay  
th a t  I hav e  n o t  seen  in m a n y  years.
Yet  on  th i s  p a r t i c u la r  n ig h t ,  m y  r e c u r r i n g  d re a m  
did n o t  r e a c h  e i t h e r  of its a p p ro p r ia t e ly  d r e a m l ik e  
end ings .  Ins tead ,  t h e  e a r l i e r  s e g m e n t  w h e r e  I am 
a w a k e n e d  by t h e  sound  of a t e l e p h o n e  r i n g i n g  was, 
su rp r i s in g ly  e n o u g h ,  i n t e r r u p t e d  by t h e  sound of t h e  
t e l e p h o n e  r in g in g .
“Hello,” I said, n o t  n e a r ly  as s leepy  as I a lways  
d r e a m t  I m i g h t  be.
“C om e over.  P lease .” A na’s voice  said, w i t h o u t  
he s i t a t ion .
“ But ...” I said, n o t  fo l l o w in g  t h e  usual script .  It 
d i d n ’t seem to m a t t e r  th o u g h ;  Ana had  a l ready  h u n g  
up. I co n s id e re d  ca l l ing  h e r  back, bu t  t h e n  r e m e m ­
b e red  t h a t  she  did n o t  have  a phone ,  and  p robab ly  
had  b e e n  t a lk in g  f rom t h e  n e ig h b o r ,  P r ivd i ’s a p a r t ­
m e n t .  I pu l led  on m y  t rouse rs  and,  l ike always,  
m ove d  to t h e  b a th ro o m  to w e t  m y  h a i r  d o w n  before  
r e a l i z i n g  t h a t  t h e  w a t e r  was  off and  t h a t  I had  fo r ­
g o t t e n  to fill m y  tank .  I do led  o u t  a c u p ’s w o r t h  of 
s e l t ze r  w a t e r  from t h e  b o t t l e  I k e p t  w i t h  t h e  m e d i ­
cines,  t h i n k i n g  it w ou ld  suffice, bu t  t h e n  n o t i c e d  
t h r o u g h  t h e  k i t c h e n  w i n d o w  th a t  it was  ra in ing .  M y 
ha i r  w o u ld  be f l a t t e n e d  im m ed ia te ly .
Outside,  I ran  at  a speed  para l le led  on ly  in m y  
d reams,  w a t c h i n g  t h e  road  for m u d d y  po tho le s  and  
c o n c e n t r a t i n g  h a rd  to m a in t a i n  m y  balance.  Soon 
h o w e v e r ,  I t i r e d  f rom th i s  quick  pace  and  slowed to a
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brisk walk.  Upon r e a c h in g  t h e  square,  I rea l ized  th a t  
it  was  n o t  nea r ly  as late  as I had  th o u g h t .  The  
c o m in g  w i n t e r  and t h e  ear ly  onse t  of da rkness  had  
again fooled me. M any  peop le  w e r e  still about ,  
s c am p e r in g  around,  lo ok ing  for  s h e l t e r  from t h e  
dow npour .  I r e c o g n iz e d  m y  f r iend  Leni s i t t in g  
b e n e a th  t h e  o u t s t r e t c h e d  arms  of t h e  old H oxha  
m o n u m e n t .  He was  w i th  his  c o -w o rk e r ,  Kiti Lexhe,  
and  from t h e  t e n ta t i v e  n a t u r e  of his  wave,  I could  tell  
t h a t  he  did n o t  w a n t  to be bo the red .
Across t h e  r iver,  jus t  past t h e  un f in i shed  pyramid ,  
it  f inal ly o ccu r red  to m e  th a t  Ana m a y  have  cal led for 
some o th e r  reason  th a n  those  th a t  I had  prev ious ly  
imagined .  Perhaps,  I th o u g h t ,  she had  com e  to miss 
h av ing  those  long  involved  f ights  t h a t  w e ’d once  
p e r fo rm ed  on a n ig h t ly  basis. W e  had  devo ted  t h e  
f inal six m o n t h s  of our  days t o g e t h e r  to p e r f e c t i n g  a 
w onderfu l ,  cyclical,  unsa t i sfac to ry  a r g u m e n t  t h a t  
usually r equ i red  no less t h a n  four or  five hou rs  to 
com ple te .
Or maybe,  I t h o u g h t ,  she  was ca l l ing  for  some 
lesser  reason,  l ike  a leaky p ipe  or  a b low n  fuse. Of 
course,  th is  was  c om ple te ly  nonsens ica l  in l igh t  of 
t h e  fact t h a t  she, m o re  th a n  an y o n e  else, k n e w  of m y  
inabil i ty  to c o m p re h e n d  even  t h e  simples t  of m e ­
chan ica l  principles,  but  still I cons ide red  it.
Upon r e a c h in g  h e r  s treet ,  I a t t e m p t e d  to c lear  m y  
m in d  of all t h e  n eg a t iv e  possibi li t ies.  In t h e i r  place,
I t r i ed  only p i c tu r in g  m y  d re a m — Ana a lone  in t h e  
dark  ap a r tm en t ,  smil ing,  in v i t in g  m e  in — and t h e  
fee l ing  th a t  it  gave  me.  It was  an unusua lly  peacefu l  
fee l ing  th a t  I had  no t  k n o w n  in rea l i ty  s ince  those  
first days afte r  our w edd ing .  Still, even  in t h e  im a g i ­
nat ion,  it  left m e  s t range ly  satisfied.
For some reason though ,  I was  h av in g  t roub le  
vi sua l iz ing  th e  famil iar  scenario.  I could n o t  see any  
par t  of th e  d ream  now, or  feel a n y t h i n g  l ike  it. 
Instead,  t h e r e  was  only  t h e  rain c o m in g  do w n  on m y
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head.  Small d rops  f rom t h e  sky and  la rger ,  co lder  
ones  f rom  t h e  t r e e s  above.  M ost  of t h e m  h i t  m e  
d irec t ly ,  some even  m a n a g i n g  to f ind t h a t  small 
o p e n i n g  at  t h e  back  of m y  shir t .
I did  n o t  pause  o u t  f r o n t  of h e r  b u i ld in g  l ike  t h e  
b lu e p r i n t  of m y  d re a m  requ i red .  M y  a n x i e t y  and  
t e n s io n  w o u ld  n o t  al low it. Ins tead,  I qu ick ly  c l im b ed  
t h e  stairs, t a k i n g  t h e m  tw o  and  s o m e t im e s  t h r e e  at  a 
t im e .  T h e  e n t i r e  w a y  up, I t r i e d  to t h i n k  pos i t ive 
th ings ,  b lo c k in g  f rom m y  m i n d  t h e  fact  t h a t  our  
m a n y  f igh t s  had  in d e e d  b e e n  m y  fault,  all m a d e  
worse ,  on  top  of it, by m y  s tubbornness .
R ig h t  befo re  r e a c h i n g  t h e  top  floor, I s imply  
assured myse l f  t h a t  it  w o u ld  e n d  happi ly ,  if for no  
o t h e r  reason  th a n  t h a t  was  h o w  i t had  b e e n  e n d i n g  
n i g h t  a f te r  n ig h t .  Even if Ana was  f e e l in g  on ly  a 
small p o r t i o n  of t h e  d read  t h a t  I a lways  fel t  w h e n  
c o n s id e r i n g  t h e  a l te rna t ive ,  c o n t i n u e d  separa t ion ,  she  
w o u ld  c e r t a in l y  still c o m e  to t h e  same conclus ion .
T h e  h a l lw a y  l ig h t  on  t h e  t h i r d  f loor was  out ,  and  
it  w o u ld  hav e  b e e n  c o m p le t e ly  d a rk  if n o t  for  t h e  
small bulb l e a k in g  t h r o u g h  t h e  s ta i rcase  f rom t h e  
f l igh t  below. I qu ick ly  m ove d  to w a r d  A n a ’s a p a r t ­
m e n t ,  h a rd ly  a t t e m p t i n g  to concea l  t h e  no ise  c o m i n g  
f rom m y  soggy  shoes, and,  w h e n  I g o t  to t h e  land ing ,  
r e a c h e d  m y  h a n d  o u t  in t h e  darkness ,  f e e l in g  for  t h e  
h eavy  oak  of h e r  f ro n t  door.  I had  m a d e  a fist, 
k n u c k l e s  fo rw ard ,  in an a t t e m p t  to knock ,  bu t  i n ­
stead,  found  on ly  ai r  at  t h e  o t h e r  end.  I im a g in e d  
mysel f  s t a n d i n g  th e re ,  r a p p i n g  on  an  invisib le  wall  
l ike t h e  m i m e s  I 'd seen  in  t h e  p a rk  as a chi ld.  If a 
c ro w d  of p eo p le  had  g a t h e r e d  a ro u n d  m e  to w a tch ,  
t h e r e  in t h e  dark ,  t h e y  c e r t a in l y  w o u ld  have  been  
amused .  I i n c h e d  fo rw ard ,  t h i n k i n g  it  was  on ly  a 
small d i s ta n ce  away,  m y  h a n d  he ld  o u t  in f ro n t  of me .
W h e n  at  last I did b u m p  in to  t h e  door,  m y  a rm  
fo ld ing  up, I a lm os t  fell— e n t i r e ly  su rp r i sed  by t h e  
v e ry  t h i n g  I’d b e e n  e x p e c t i n g .  Quickly,  I r e g a i n e d
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my footing,  knocked  lightly, and waited.  Perhaps a 
m inu te  w e n t  by, I w asn’t sure. I rem em bered  some­
th ing  my Uncle Alqi had once told me. In the  old 
days, he  had said, w h en  they  wan ted  to see if some­
one had gone mad, they  used to put the  person in a 
room with  a small group of people,  all facing each 
other.  Then, the  doctor  would have the  first of the  
crowd yawn and soon the  o thers  would follow suit.
If the  subject did not yawn along w i th  the  rest, they  
put  him th rough  a second test. This involved a 
complete ly  dark room, pitch black and a seated 
subject. The testers would expla in tha t  they  would 
be back in a m in u te ’s time, then  disappear, leaving 
the  subject alone in the  dark. They would wait  half 
an hour  before re tu rn ing ,  ac t ing  as if n o th in g  had 
happened,  tha t  only a minute ,  maybe a couple sec­
onds more,  had gone by.
“W e  apologize for the  short  delay,” they  m igh t  
say, looking at the i r  watches,  “but a few ex t ra  sec­
onds surely d idn ’t harm you.” If the  subject didn t 
play along, ac t ing  as if he  really had been in the re  
only one minute ,  or a m inu te  and ten  seconds, then  
the  doctors recom m ended  d e ta inm en t  for fur ther  
exper im enta t ion .
“Fortunately, th ings  are no longer like tha t  
around he re , ’’ Uncle Alqi used to say, end ing  the  
subject.
After knock ing  a second time, I reached into my 
jacket, searching for a packet of matches.  I th ough t  
perhaps I still had tha t  book from the  Trefoil, but 
instead I could only find th ree  or four of the  large 
k i tchen  sticks I used to l igh t my stove. I leaned over 
and struck one on the  wood frame and saw im m edi­
ately the  explanation as to why no one had an ­
swered. At the  foot of the  door, n e x t  to the  hinges,  
rested a large, oblong box, and above it was a note  
which  had been tacked to the  door frame itself.
“I have finally found the  energy  to collect  all of
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t h e  r e m a i n i n g  th i n g s  you left  b e h i n d , ” it  said, in t h e  
fami l i a r  h a n d w r i t i n g .  “Please u n d e r s t a n d  t h a t  th is  
was  n o t  as easy for  m e  as you m a y  th i n k .  In fact,  I 
have  b e e n  p u t t i n g  i t off for qu i t e  some t ime .  So 
w h e n ,  at  last, I w as  ab le to t a k e  t h e  in i t ia t ive ,  I 
w a n t e d  to be  d o n e  w i t h  i t  a t  once .  And t h e  ta sk  will  
n o t  be c o m p l e t e  un t i l  you have  r e m o v e d  th e s e  i t em s  
for  good.  I w is h  you t h e  v e ry  bes t . ”
Ana had  n o t  s igned  t h e  no te ,  and  I t h o u g h t  for a 
second  t h a t  i t  was  because  d o in g  so w ou ld  have  
f ina l ized  t h e  act .  G ran ted ,  she  w as  g e n e ra l ly  a 
fo rge t fu l  person ,  bu t  still i t  s e e m e d  m o r e  in t e n t i o n a l  
t h a n  tha t .  P e rh ap s  she  could  n o t  go t h r o u g h  w i t h  it, 
a f te r  all, and  th i s  was  w h y  she  had  t e l e p h o n e d .
U n d e r n e a t h  t h e  e n t ry w a y ,  I c h e c k e d  to see if a 
l i g h t  had  g o n e  on  b e h i n d  t h e  door, bu t  i t  w as  still 
dark.  I l i f ted  t h e  lid off of t h e  box  and  lit a n o t h e r  
k i t c h e n  m a t c h  ag a in s t  t h e  wall .  Inside,  I found  a 
n u m b e r  of r a n d o m  i t e m s  th a t  I had  m os t ly  f o r g o t t e n  
about:  an  awl w i t h  a w o o d e n  hand le ,  tw o  pa irs  of 
suspenders ,  an old, t a rn i s h e d  m o n e y  clip, t h e  t e x t ­
book  Principles of Engineering, a small l e d g e r  w i t h  a 
c a rd b o a rd  case, a ru s ty  s t r a i g h t  razor,  a t in  of b ro w n  
shoe  polish,  and,  at  t h e  bo t tom ,  tw o  small,  h a n d s e w n  
pil lows.  Of course,  I cou ld  f ind uses for  all of t h e s e  
i tems,  or, at  t h e  v e ry  least,  t r a d e  th e m ,  and  I was  
c e r t a in  Ana w o u ld  have  d o n e  t h e  same,  so it  was  
g e n e r o u s  of h e r  to r e t u r n  th e m .  But I c o u l d n ’t he lp  
fe e l in g  t h a t  i t  was  m e a n t  as some k in d  of message,  
espec ia l ly  t h e  inc lus ion  of t h e  p i l lows th a t  had  
co m p r i s e d  ha l f  of ou r  o r ig ina l  set.  Clearly,  it  could  
be i n t e r p r e t e d  as Ana d iv id in g  up all of t h e  r e m a i n ­
in g  possessions, c lo s ing  t h e  books  on us. But if t h a t  
w e r e  t h e  case, w h e r e  w as  m y  hal f  of t h e  si lverware ,  
m y  sha re  of t h e  ch ina ,  m y  p o r t i o n  of t h e  d i n i n g  room 
set?
I t r i e d  to r e m a in  op t im is t ic ,  b e l iev in g  th a t  p e r ­
haps, as in t h e  d ream ,  it w ou ld  en d  as I hoped .  Yes,
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it would  end  all r igh t .  Before I p ro c e e d e d  to k n o c k  
once  m o r e — this  t i m e  a heavy  p o u n d i n g — I t u r n e d  to 
set d o w n  t h e  last of t h e  b o x ’s con ten ts ,  and  in an 
anx ious  state,  lost m y  footing.  M y shoes, still soaked 
from t h e  t r e k  th r o u g h  to w n ,  gave  w ay  and  I fell on 
top  of t h e  box  w i th  a loud crash.  Im m edia te ly ,  a 
door  o p e n e d  b eh in d  me,  and  as I l i f ted mysel f  up, I 
was  soon face to face w i t h  Privdi,  ou r  old ne ighbor ,  
and his wife,  Kascha, bo th  s t a n d in g  in t h e i r  n i g h t ­
clothes.  T h e  l igh t  f rom t h e  e n t r y w a y  seem e d  u n n e c ­
essari ly b r igh t ,  m y  eyes h a v in g  g r o w n  acc us tom ed  to 
t h e  darkness.
“Isn’t i t  a bi t  late  for  th is  ty p e  of t h in g ? ” Privdi 
said, s ta r in g  d o w n  at  me.  A la rge  m an  w i t h  a short,  
p rac t ica l  ha i rcu t ,  h e ’d been  in r e t i r e m e n t  for  n ea r ly  a 
decade,  bu t  was  still in e x c e l l e n t  shape.  It w o u ld ’ve 
been  u nw ise  of m e  to do a n y t h i n g  foolish.
In m y  m a n y  years  of l iv ing  n e x t  door  to him, 
Privdi and  I had  spoken  bu t  a f ew  t imes,  and  always 
r e g a r d i n g  t h e  mos t  g e n e ra l  of topics. He p r ided  
h im se l f  on  b e in g  a v e ry  p la in - s p e a k in g  man,  and  
accord ingly ,  m a d e  on ly  t h e  mos t  obvious of s t a t e ­
m ents .  Not once  was  I able  to d r a w  h im  in to  any  
sort  of c o n j e c tu r e  or even  t h e  mos t  in c id en ta l  of 
r u m o r - m o n g e r i n g .  “I am a m a n  of few  o p in ions ,” h e  
w ou ld  say, w i t h o u t  even  t h e  fa in tes t  h i n t  of sarcasm. 
Looking  over  at  P r ivd i ’s wife,  I was  also c e r t a in  t h a t  
t h e  an im os i ty  m y  wife  had  he ld  for m e  in r e c e n t  
t im es  could only  have  t r a n s m i t t e d  across t h e  hall, 
especial ly  co n s id e r in g  t h e  co n f id e n ce  t h a t  she  and  
Ana held.
“W h a t  a re  you d o in g  lu rk in g  abou t  at  th is  t i m e  of 
n igh t ,  anyway?” Privdi said, m o v in g  on to  t h e  land ing.
I m o t io n e d  w e a k ly  to t h e  box,  t h e  c o n t e n t s  of 
w h ic h  w e r e  n o w  s o m e w h a t  s ca t t e red  across t h e  floor, 
and  he ld  up Ana’s note .  At t h e  m o m e n t ,  Kascha 
s tepped  ou t  in f ron t  of h im  and,  a p p e a r in g  to u n d e r ­
s tand  w h a t  was  h a p p e n in g ,  ca lmly  he lp ed  m e  g a t h e r
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th e  objects. W h en  w e w e re  finished, she took th e  
n o te  from Privdi’s large, beaten  hands and slid it on 
top of th e  items, th e n  rep laced  th e  lid to th e  box.
“I suppose you should be go ing ,” Kascha said, 
t ry in g  to force a polite  smile.
“Yes,” I said, look ing  back over at Privdi. “I 
suppose I should.”
I was about to m ake  some excuse  involving th e  
un lit  stairs and hallway, but rea lized  it would be to 
my advantage  to rem ain  s ilen t and leave quietly. As I 
headed  dow n th e  stairs, gu id ing  myself a long the  
ban ister w ith  my r ig h t  hand, th e  box re s t in g  in my 
left, I recogn ized  th e  old Persian carpe t l in ing  th e  
floor below. In m y haste  to reach  Ana’s earlier, I 
h a d n ’t even no ticed  it ly ing  the re . Certainly, it  had 
always been  m y favorite  part of th e  building, go ing  
back to th e  first day w e moved in, and it rem inded  
m e of a b e t te r  tim e, even th o u g h  it was som eth in g  I 
only saw in passing. Every year, I had been careful 
to ren e w  my application  w ith  th e  build ing  m anager 
to re locate  to an ap a r tm en t  on th a t  floor, and every 
year I’d been  told th a t  th e re  w e re  still no vacancies, 
but tha t,  if I liked, I was w elcom e to try  again th e  
fo llow ing year.
As I con tin u ed  dow nw ard , I could still hear Privdi 
and Kascha ta lk ing, and I looked back to find them  
star ing  at m e from th e  top of th e  staircase. I suppose 
th ey  th o u g h t  I m ig h t  t ry  one  last th ing , like a th ie f  
w h o ’d been caugh t p ro w lin g  and m ercifully  sen t on 
his way, look ing  to filch any small item  w hile  leav­
ing  th e  store  as a m eans of g e t t in g  in th e  last word.
I found myself c re a t in g  vague scenarios w h e re  I 
exac ted  my revenge  on Privdi, som etim es as his wife 
w atched , and o th e r  times, th e  tw o of th em  to ge ther .  
U ltimately, though , I w ound  up unsatisfied. Ana 
would arrive  at th e  end of each scenario, and her 
stoic ind ifference  would unde rcu t any pleasure I had 
gained  p rio r to th a t  m om ent.
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By t h e  t im e  I r e a c h e d  t h e  lobby, I could see t h a t  
mos t  of t h e  s t r ee t lam ps  ou ts ide  had  been  d im m e d  or 
shu t  off en t i re ly .  It b e in g  December ,  e l e c t r i c i ty  was  
especia l ly scarce,  and eve ry  n i g h t  a f te r  a c e r t a in  
hour ,  a p o r t ion  of t h e  p o w e r  across t h e  c i ty  was  shu t  
off to k e e p  e x p e n s e s  d o w n  and resources  up.
I was  in no h u r r y  to r e t u r n  to m y  small a p a r t ­
m e n t  on t h e  o t h e r  s ide of t h e  r iver ,  so I h eade d  
tow ard  t h e  Kafe Quristi ,  t h e  only  place  usually open  
late in t h e  even ing .  If I was lucky, I m i g h t  a r r ive  in 
t im e  for t h e  f inal round.  Of course  then ,  t h e r e  was  
th e  possibi l i ty t h a t  I m i g h t  r e c o g n i z e  s om eone  and  
have  to e x p la in  t h e  box,  so pe rh ap s  it  w a s n ’t t h e  best  
idea. But maybe ,  I t h o u g h t ,  I could  s tee r  t h e  c o n v e r ­
sat ion aw ay  from it, i g n o re  t h e  box  a l to g e th e r .  
Certainly ,  if Leni w e r e  the re ,  h e  w ou ld  r e c o g n i z e  t h e  
pi l lows and  k n o w  b e t t e r  t h a n  to b r in g  up t h e  subject ,  
unless I did so first. I could c o u n t  on  h im  th a t  way.  
Just l ike h e  could c o u n t  on m e  to d e c i p h e r  a look, a 
facial express ion ,  a small h a n d  signal , as I had  done  
ea r l ie r  t h a t  even ing .
Eventual ly  g e t t i n g  t i red,  I s w i tch ed  t h e  box to 
t h e  o t h e r  hand ,  and  finally, up over m y  shoulder,  
balanced  aga ins t  m y  head.  I was  so p reoccupied ,  it 
did no t  even  occur  to m e  h o w  silly I m us t  have  
looked.  At a dis tance ,  t h e  box  probab ly  re sem bled  
th a t  old w o v en  la undry  baske t  m y  g r a n d m o t h e r  had 
car r ied  w h e n  w e  w e r e  ch i ld ren .  Each day, she  would  
t a k e  th e  mos t  d i r ec t  r o u te  to t h e  Drini, w h i c h  in our  
case, un fo r tuna te ly ,  led s t r a ig h t  t h r o u g h  t h e  c e n t e r  
of tow n .  It was  t h e r e  t h a t  she  w ashed  our  c lo thes  in 
t h e  r iv e r ’s icy w a te r .  Once,  w h e n  I asked  h e r  w h y  
she n e e d e d  to w a lk  t h a t  specific  r o u te — w h y  she 
c o u ld n ’t t a k e  t h e  pa th  a long  t h e  base of t h e  m o u n ­
ta in — she looked  so p e rp le x e d  th a t  I did n o t  have  t h e  
h e a r t  to exp la in  h o w  it em barrassed  m y  b ro th e r  and  
me.
Still, I w a lk ed  on, n o w  oblivious to t h e  box on
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top  of m y  head , and  obliv ious  to  th e  ra in  th a t  c o n t in ­
ued  fa ll ing . T h e re  w e re  a t least a n o th e r  te n  or 
tw e lv e  blocks to  go be fo re  I re a c h e d  th e  c e n t e r  of 
to w n , and  so as I a p p ro a c h e d  th e  m a in  road, I lis­
t e n e d  for th e  sound  of so m eo n e  I m ig h t  k n o w  a p ­
p ro a c h in g  in  a c a r t  o r  on  a b icycle . U n fo r tu n a te ly  
th o u g h ,  t h e  in c re a s in g  d a rk n e ss  and  th e  re le n t le ss  
ra in  had, of course , d r iv e n  ev e ry o n e  off of th e  s tree ts .  
All of th is  d a w n e d  on  m e  r a th e r  s low ly  h o w ev er ,  
c au s in g  m e  to  w a lk  several b locks in  a d r e n c h in g  
d o w n p o u r  im a g in in g  th a t  i t  w o u ld n ’t be lo n g  befo re  
so m eo n e  u l t im a te ly  ap p ea red .  Later, across th e  
square, ju s t  past th e  Kafe Quristi, I a l low ed  m yse lf  to 
g ive  up hope .  S tro l l in g  a lo n g  q u i te  s low ly— sure ly  I 
w as a lre ad y  as w e t  as I cou ld  possibly  g e t— m y  ears  
gave  up l i s te n in g  for a sound  th a t  did  n o t  e x is t  and  
m y  m in d  s lipped  off in to  a n o th e r  in  a lo n g  series  of 
daydream s.
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